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Maine

By the word “symphony” we designate the largest proportion hitherto attained in instrumental music.—Schumann.

THE NEW ARMORY, LEWISTON, MAINE
Armory, in the drill hall of which the Central Maine Festival is held, is one of the best in New

England, if not the very best Infantry Armory in New England.

The drill hall is 163 feet long and

109 feet wide, and with the balcony has a seating capacity of 4,000.
The Armory was built by the City of Lewiston with state aid of $65,000, which was but a fraction of
the cost of building and equipping.

On each side of the building are quarters for the National Guard, of which there are two companies in

Lewiston, “E,” a rifle company, and “H,” a machine gun company, of the 103rd Infantry.

There are pro

visions for another company and, with a makeshift, still another company, if ever required.

These com

panies hold weekly drills on Monday and Tuesday evenings through the year, with the exception of when
they are in camp for fifteen days in the summer.

In the basement are a kitchen and dining room—“mess hall,” the soldiers call it; rifle and pistol range,

vehicle space, shower baths, boiler and coal rooms, etc.
The first step toward building an armory in Lewiston was taken twenty-eight years ago, and almost
without end a few interested men and women have been pushing the cause.

the city purchased an “Armory lot” on Bates Street and hopes rose high.

More than twenty years ago

In 1917, the Legislature appro

priated $50,000 toward an armory in Lewiston, and people thought the end was in sight.
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But one thing

*'

Specializing in diamonds, we know diamonds, and invite you with an absolute money
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Genius is the most beautiful gift with which Nature favors mankind from time to time.—Anon.

and another intervened and not until January, 1922, when Mayor Newell and the aldermen, at a forum

committee meeting of the Chamber of Commerce, notified the state, in accordance with the law, that Lewis
ton wanted under the state law to commence the construction of an armory, was the dream an actuality.

Mayor Brann and his aldermen pushed the job along, a building committee, consisting of Major James

L. Moriarty, E. P. Webster, Dr. Robert J. Wiseman, William P. Gray and Mayor Brann, being placed in

charge by the city fathers.

Capt. Daniel S. Dexter, 103rd Infantry, represented the National Guard on this

committee.

Selection of plans, discussions and conferences night after night and day after day were held, and at

last the plans of Miller & Mayo, Portland architects, were accepted, and after several weeks of work the
committee awarded to T. F. Moreau & Co., Lewiston, the contract for general construction in September,

1922.

The unusually severe winter delayed construction several weeks.

In addition to furnishing suitable means of training the National Guard, which is a community inter
est not widely known but nevertheless vital, the Armory, with its spacious drill shed, provides a center for

musical, educational and social activities for Lewiston, Auburn and the county. Although constructed under
the law which gives the state ownership of the building, the Legislature has prescribed that the drill hall

shall be available, when not interfering, of course, with its military requirements, “for such other public
gatherings as the municipal officers may authorize.”

The state maintains the building, as is proper,—the

training of the National Guard being of the functions not only of the federal but the state government.
Hence, under the law, the Armory can be used for all sorts of big affairs—athletic meets, automobile shows,

balls, music festivals, concerts, conventions—in short, anything of a nature to require such a large building.
There is considerable pride, and pardonable, most agree, on the part of Lewiston people in this build

ing; in its architectural beauty; in its location, which is bound to become, with the adjacent athletic field,
a civic center; in the initiative of the city fathers, who were at all times agreed that the Armory should,

consistent with the requirements, be second to no Armory in New England.
It is hoped that, in conjunction with the Armory grounds, Central Avenue will be made into a boule

vard with a grass plot and ornamental lighting poles in the center; that all the land owned by the city,
including the athletic park, be treated in a vast and comprehensive plan of landscape gardening, play

ground interests and athletic park facilities.

a new era of civic enterprise.

Its possibilities are almost unlimited. The Armory opens up

We have more than a selfish commercial interest in these two cities.
We believe them to be two of the very best home towns in all New
England, and this new Auditorium, and these splendid musical enter
tainments are a distinct community asset.

May we add that we believe that we too are contributing to the same
end by supplying a gas service unexcelled in any city, anywhere.

We are at your service always, and cordially.
Lewiston Gas Light Company.

A. P. Provost

A. D. Provencher

Compliments of

P. & P. Fuel Company

PAUL’S

LUNCH

179 Main Street
Lewiston,

-

Maine

Coal, Wood and Coke
Cement, Lime and Hair
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Heavy Trucking

Maine’s Two Largest Cities
PORTLAND-LEWISTON
INTERURBAN

Office, Pocket and Warehouses: 25 Middle St.
Telephones

:

2550 - 2551

Fast and Reliable Service

LEWISTON, MAINE

Clean and Comfortable Cars

Good Train Connections at Portland
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Music is the art directly representative of democracy. If the best music is brought to the people, there need be no fear about
their ability to appreciate it.—Calvin Coolidge.

FOREWORD.
THE First Music Festival in the new Armory marks a “red letter day” in the history of Central Maine.
It shows a tremendous amount of enterprise and public-spirited enthusiasm on the part of her citizens.
The committee who undertook this work have kept all their promises, and carried it to a successful finish.
They deserve the thanks of all.
The Lewiston and Auburn Chorus has always been an important factor in the Festivals of Western Maine.
It was in Lewiston that Director Chapman
first launched his Festival plans twenty-seven
years ago, and it was Homer W. Chase,
the enterprising business man of Auburn, who
had faith in the project, and the courage to
step forward and help Mr. Chapman to organ
ize choruses all over the state. Probably the
Festival would have been given in Lewiston
had there been a suitable building for the
purpose. Director Chapman promised if one
was ever built that he would come and dedi
cate it to Music, if the committee so desired.
Since that time Mr. Chapman has become
well known all over the state, and it seems
fitting that he should give the first music festi
val in the new building, and thus fulfill the
promise of long ago. He has had much
experience with choruses and thinks the Festi
val Chorus of Lewiston and Auburn is one of
the very best he has ever conducted. Great
credit is due to the local conductors and musi
cians who have done so much hard work to
perfect this chorus.
Now all hopes are to be realized. The
beautiful building, the handsomest in the state,
built for a State Armory, has the finest audi
torium for music and for conventions, and the
best assembly room in the state. It will be
dedicated to Music by this Festival. For it is
to Music that we look for the uplift, the refine
ment, the educational inspiration that will
prove of lasting benefit to all people. Happy
indeed should be the residents of these “twin
WILLIAM ROGERS CHAPMAN
cities” over their attainment. They may well
feel proud, for all have given generously of their time and money to make this event possible. All honor
to Central Maine and its spirit of enterprise! Congratulations and best wishes for future success! May
this be the first of a long series of Music Festivals that will make Lewiston and Auburn as famous music
ally as their sister cities, Bangor and Portland. Hail, all hail, to the Maine Music Festivals!

F. E. TAINTER & CO.
CENTRAL

MAINE’S LARGEST

MUSIC

HOUSE

Headquarters for Everything Musical

.. PIANOS ..
CHICKERING

CHRISTMAN

HUNTINGTON

.. PLAYERS ..
WELTE-MIGNON

AUTOPIANO

WALDORF

.. VICTROLAS ..
EDISON DISC PHONOGRAPHS

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

RECORDS

POOLEY ART PHONOGRAPHS

SHEET MUSIC

TEACHERS’ SUPPLIES

F. E. TAINTER & CO.
40-42 LISBON STREET

LEWISTON, MAINE

The only art that Heaven gives, That earth returns to Heaven and lives
Forever as the Christ of arts, Is music born of human hearts.—Liebfreed

Frances Peralta, one of the new young artists at the Metropolitan
Opera House, is decidedly a favorite. She is the daughter of S. H. E.
Partington, a well known English painter; and is the sister of R. L.
Partington, the most successful portrait painter in Philadelphia and
California; and of Gertrude Partington Albright, the painter and etcher
of California. She made her debut on Christmas afternoon, 1920, and
it was truly an operatic sensation. Every one talked of the new singer.
Her career since that date has fulfilled all that was prophesied. She
has played the role of Marguerita in Faust by Gounod, with great
success. She also sang the leading soprano role in the Metropolitan
Premiere of Giordano’s Opera, “Andre Chenier,” and won fresh laurels
and praise. She proved her dramatic ability when she sang as “Aida”
and “Santuzza” in “Cavelleria Rusticana.” Miss Peralta prides herself
as an American girl on her musical education, having been procured in
America. She was the only pupil ever accepted by the great Metropoli
tan Basso, Jose Mardones, and has also studied with Madame Valeri.
She is a favorite on the Concert stage, as well as in Opera, and will be
heard in many concerts this season. A few excerpts from the New
York Press will show her success, and the favor she has attained.
“Her voice is one of the most beautiful sopranos now before the
public.”—Pitts Sanborn.
“A marvel of well balanced realism and power, her ability as an
actress keeping pace with her superb art as a singer.”—Philadelphia
Record.
“Miss Peralta sang with tonal splendour, dramatic feeling, and a
sure sense of style.”—New York Globe.

FRANCES PERALTA
Armand Tokatyan, the new lyric tenor of the Metropolitan Opera
Company, is a native of Bulgaria but of Armenian parentage. His boy
hood days were spent in Egypt where he went to school, and first
attracted attention as a singer in the church chorus. Later he went to
France to learn his father’s business, as a chemist, but he preferred to
sing and came back to Egypt where he started to sing in Musical
Comedy. Later he had the good fortune to meet many prominent
Italian artists, and he attracted the attention of the Artistic Director of
the Theatre Sultanian of Cairo. He was then sent to Italy to study
with Nino Cairone, of Milano. He made his operatic debut in Puccini’s
“Manon Lescaut” at Modena with much success. He then toured Italy,
singing in Cavalleria Rusticana—Butterfly—Faust—Boheme—and other
Operas. Sixteen months ago he came to California to visit some
Armenian friends. A concert tour was arranged for him in the principal
cities of California. In these concerts he was so well received and
given such encouragement that he went to New York. Gatti-Casazza
of the Metropolitan Opera House heard him, and recommended him for
the tour with the Scotti Grand Opera Company. Mr. Tokatyan sang
in “Tosca,” “Oracolo,” “Cavalleria Rusticana” and last season sang the
same Operas at the Metropolitan Opera House, and created the role of
“Lucio” with Lucrezia Bori in the Opera “Anima Allegra.” He made
such a success that the Composer of the Opera sent him his autographed
photograph, thanking Tokatyan for his assistance which helped to make
the success of the opera. Tokatyan is re-engaged at the Metropolitan
Opera House, as leading tenor for the next entire season.
“But the one of the cast who really stood out, who, unless all signs
fail, grasped a career in a single evening, is Armand Tokatyan, the new
Armenian tenor of the Metropolitan company. As Dona Sacramento’s
comic retainer, ’Lucio,’ Mr. Tokatyan was as volatile as Mercury, as
mischievous as Till Eulenspiegel, as lyric as Apollo. When you listened
to his melting serenades it was with ears wooed and won, and straight
way you had to hold your sides over the merry deviltry of his antics at
his liege lady’s solemn prayer service. In so far as ‘Anima Allegra’
catches on here, it will be largely thanks to Armand Tokatyan.”
—Town Topics, New York City, February 22, 1923.
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ARMAND TOKATYAN

OF LEWISTON, MAINE

Organized as State Bank,

1 852

National Bank Charter,

1 864
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COMMERCIAL AND SAVINGS
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W. B. SKELTON, President.
EBEN J. HAM, Vice-President.
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W. J. HIBBERT, Assistant Cashier.
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I can always leave off talking, when I hear a master play.—Browning.

DEVORA NADWORNEY

Miss Nadworney's grandparents were patrons of music in Petro
grad. Her father and mother sang together, and from childhood Devora
sang Russian folk-songs, to the accompaniment of her father’s guitar.
Her first appearance was as a pianist at the age of ten, for which she
won a gold prize. Singing, however, was her more natural mode of
expression. At college she was voted the class singer. Her actual
study of the voice began with Johanna Bayer, a disciple of Julius Stock
hausen (Royal Professor at Frankfort am Main), who with Jenny Lind,
was a famous pupil of the great Garcia. After three months of study
Miss Nadworney was engaged for church singing, oratorio and concert.
When she started her operatic training, she learned twelve roles in nine
months, and then was engaged for public performances, “Siebel” being
her first role. Her foreign training having taken place in America, Miss
Nadworney was eligible for the National Federation of Music Clubs
Contest, in which she won the State District and National prizes. These
resulted in appearances all over the country.
“Like a luminous star in the promise of music, ‘out of’ America,
came the exquisite voice of Devora Nadworney. She won immediate
response with the Gretchaninoff ‘My Native Land,’ sung in Russian.
Here is an eerie quality of spiritual understanding that gets the very
essence of the music, and the voice is luscious and warm, with a reso
nance that she holds in her greatest climaxes. She sings in big form, too,
holding vibracy alike in her soft passages. She gave with exquisite
pathos the Leroux ‘LeNil,’ with that oriental depth of the odalisque in
the warmth of her refrain. Lightly, with velvet tone, and true spirit,
she gave with high artistic appreciation a gypsy song of ‘Paisiello’.”—
Washington D. C., Times, March 22, 1922.
“Miss Nadworney, contralto, is not only gifted with a voice of
rich tonal quality and surprising volume, but also possesses a magnetic
personality. Her interpretation of ‘LeNil’ by Leroux, was one of the
most impressive of the selections of the evening, for its intriguing
oriental theme, deep and mysterious at first, then rising to dramatic
heights, was admirably suited to her powers of expression.”—Washing
ton, D. C., Star, March 22, 1923.

Giovanni Martino made his debut at the Maine Festivals last year as Zuniga
in “Carmen,” a small role for him, but most graciously sung. This year he
comes to us in the role that he lias made famous in South America, Mexico and

New York, as well as in Italy, the difficult part of Mephistopheles in “Faust.”
Mr. Martino is a favorite at the Metropolitan, where he has sung leading bass
roles for several years, and is acknowledged to be one of the best actors in
the company.
“Martino, though a young man, is truly a singer of ‘the old school,’ that
school of rounded, finished, artistic work, which is only too rare nowadays.” —

Musical Courier.
“In the cast, the work of Giovanni Martino as Mephistopheles proved the

triumph of the evening. Mr. Martino is the possessor of a powerful and won
derfully dramatic voice, with a spirit which never failed to excite the enthusi
astic applause from his hosts of admirers.”—Toronto World.
“Giovanni Martino, a Spanish bass, has a fine, resonant voice, deep, and
there is something artistic in everything he does. He put dignity into his act
ing, as well as vocal beauty into his singing.”—New York Herald.
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Melody is and ever will be the very power of music.—Ambrose.

Clara Gramling is the wife of Judge John Gramling, of Miami, Florida.
With a beauty of face and figure, a graciousness of manner, charming person

ality added to the principal requisite, an unusually brilliant and dramatic
soprano voice, Mrs. Gramling surely possesses all the requirements for the
successful prima donna. She sings as the bird sings, although she has had
excellent training. She makes her debut in this part of the country at these
Festivals, and prefers, as she says, to come “unheralded and unsung” and to
make her success entirely on her merit and ability. We therefore present this
“sweet singer from Florida” without press comment.

CLARA GRAMLING
Charles Harrison, whose home is at Nyack, N. Y., has not been heard
recently by eastern audiences save by way of the phonograph record. His
tours have carried him into the West. This winter his concert bookings are all
west of the Mississippi.
Mr. Harrison was not always a singer. In fact, it was not until the war
came on that he devoted his entire time to the concert stage and the record
studios. Before that he was in business, but business went to pot and Mr. Har
rison for the first time made full use of the vocal powers that had been given him.
“I didn’t begin to sing until I was 15 or 16,” he said. “About that time
some of us boys used to pile into the back seats in a Methodist church in Jersey
City and join in the hymns. The choirmaster came around and asked me to
join the choir. The second Sunday they told me I had been selected to sing a
solo.” Mr. Harrison discovered that he could read music at sight, though he
had never had any training.
“When I joined the choir I was given a book and told to ‘sing that line.’
In a short time I could get along without the slightest difficulty. The strange
thing is that there were no musicians in the family, unless I except my grand
father, who at one time had led a little country orchestra.”

CHARLES HARRISON

Tom Williams possesses a voice of unusual range, of a quality that is at
once clear, rich, full and brilliant. He uses it with the intelligent understand
ing of the mature artist. His voice, personality, and interpretative ability,
combine in an artistry which make a profound impression upon his audience.
Tom Williams early showed signs of ability to sing, winning several prizes as
soloist in Eisteddfodau in and around his native village of Clydach-Gwm-Tawe,
South Wales, before attaining the age of six. He occupied a place in the alto
section of the village choir and loved singing school. He was trained in
mechanical engineering, and was employed for several years by a steel plant
construction firm as a draughtsman, but he never neglected nor lost interest in
his voice. He studied music and singing in his home town, and later received
lessons from the late James Stephen Martin, of Pittsburgh, and was popular as a
singer in Western Pennsylvania. He had decided to enter a conservatory when
his plans were changed by the outbreak of the war. He enlisted in 1917 and
saw service with the army in France, where he appeared in army camps and
hospitals as an entertainer. After his release from the army, he went to Bos
ton to study at the New England Conservatory of Music, and became the pupil
of George Fergusson, now of New York City, who remains his teacher and
coach. He has appeared with great success in opera, concert and oratorio in
the principal cities of New England, Eastern, Southern, and Middle Western
states. He will sing in the Opera of Faust, the Requiem, by Verdi, and also
in concert, and will surely prove a great favorite.

TOM WILLIAMS
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The love of the beautiful, next to the spiritual perception of God, and eternal relationships, must be admitted to be man’s
crowning distinction.—Van Cleve.
ORCHESTRAL MATINEE
ESTABLISHED 1865

New Armory, Lewiston
Sunday Afternoon, October Seventh
At Two-thirty O’clock

Tschaikowsky

Wraparounds

Corsettes

Silk Underwear

Handkerchiefs

(a)
(b)

Brassieres

”1812"

Overture

96-98-100 LISBON ST.

Fifth Symphony

Tschaikowsky

(a)
(b)
(c)

Bandeaux

Geo. Ehrenfried Co.

Rimsky-Korsakow
Massenet

Wolf-Ferrari

Le-coq-d’or
Madrilene
Intermezzo

Bizet

Adagietto

Liszt

Polonaise

The Home of

“PRINTZESS”
WOMEN’S AND MISSES’

Apparel of Distinction

Grand Orchestra of Forty Musicians
William Rogers Chapman

Director-in-Chief

Moriarty’s Corset Shop
162 LISBON STREET

THE CHICKERING CONCERT GRAND

LEWISTON

Is the official Piano of the Festivals

THE NEW FALL MODES
AWAIT YOUR INSPECTION

From Hunt Piano Co., Portland. Maine

Telephone 16

Now Showing

1924
The Central Maine
ON

DISPLAY AT OUR

Music Festival

SHOW ROOMS

Association

For Demonstration Call

Wishes to thank the advertisers for their

2680-2681

co-operation in making this program a
success.

Park Street
Motor Corporation
Studebaker Dealers
LEWISTON

RUMFORD
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UNION SQUARE
LEWISTON.

MAINE

A musician’s highest aim is to apply his powers to religious music—Schumann.
New Armory, Lewiston

Call of Autumn
finds a responsive echo in the

Thursday Afternoon, October Eleventh

Abbott Brothers
Company

At Two-thirty O’clock

88-90 LISBON STREET

POPULAR MATINEE
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SOLOISTS

styles—

walking
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CLARA GRAMLING
CHARLES HARRISON

Soprano
Tenor

—street and afternoon styles

TOM WILLIAMS

Baritone

of

Festival Chorus and Orchestra

smart simplicity.

Lamey-Wellehan
GOOD

SHOES

110 Lisbon Street,

AND

HOSIERY

II Guarany

Overture

Festival Orchestra

Leoncavallo

I'Pagilacci

Prologue

Tom Williams

Lewiston, Maine

Renaud

Suite de Ballet

Pizzicato

Festival Orchestra

AGENTS FOR

Cantilever Shoes

Arditi

L' Incontro

Aria

MAINE

Known to

PART FIRST

Carlos Gomes

-

smartly dressed women as
the Store that presents the
new when it is new.

Presenting
a staff of trained sales peo
ple whose pleasure it is to
serve you intelligently and
well.

Clara Gramling

LEWISTON
REMNANT CO.
THE

UNDERPRICED

173 MAIN STREET

Wagner

Verdi

LEWISTON, MAINE

Meistersinger

Aida

Celeste Aida
Charles Harrison

are continually presented,
in Ready-to-Wear apparel
of every nature; in fabrics,
and in the important
Accessories that stamp the
costume as correct.

Romberg—When Hearts Are Young

- - Store Directory - -

“Lady In Erminie”

BASEMENT
Linens

Overture

Festival Orchestra

STORE

UNION SQUARE

Latest Modes

PART SECOND

A Progressive Store

Festival Orchestra

Beddings
Towels
Remnants of All Kinds

FIRST FLOOR
Silks
Dress Goods
Wash Goods
McCall Patterns

in a Progressive
Balfe

Duet

Excelsior

Messers. Harrison and Williams

Gounod

Ballet Music

Community

Faust

Festival Orchestra

SECOND FLOOR
House Dresses
Underwear
Aprons
Hosiery
Children’s Wear

THIRD FLOOR
Curtains
Shades
Portieres and Fixtures

Danced by corps of Ballet Dancers
From the Heth Dancing Academy
Personally Directed by Mrs. Fannie T. Heth
THE CHICKERING CONCERT GRAND

Rugs

Is the official Piano of the Festivals
From Hunt Piano Co., Portland, Maine
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Abbott Brothers
Company
88-90 LISBON STREET
LEWISTON,

MAINE

The love of beauty is taste.

The creation of beauty is art!—Emerson.

New Armory, Lewiston

BUICK

CADILLAC
GMC TRUCKS

Electrical Equipment

THIRD CONCERT
Thursday Evening, October Eleventh
At Eight O’clock

Lewiston Buick Co.

and Lighting Fix

Furnished

tures

GRAND OPERA NIGHT

and Installed by

The Opera of “Faust”
FRANCES PERALTA
DEVORA NADWORNEY
ARMAND TOKATYAN
GIOVANNI MARTINO
TOM WILLIAMS

Sales Rooms and

Service Stations:
LEWISTON

Soprano
Contralto
Tenor
Bass
Baritone

Characters of the Drama

PORTLAND

Faust............................... Armand Tokatyan
Tenor

AUGUSTA

WATERVILLE
FARMINGTON

Mephistopheles.............. Giovanni Martino
Basso Cantante

Valentine............................... Tom Williams
Baritone
See

our Used Cars Stock before
Buying

Marguerita.......................... Frances Peralta
Soprano

AUBURN

ELECTRICAL

COMPANY
TEL. 2105-J

27 COURT STREET
AUBURN,

-

MAINE

Siebel, Martha.............. Devora Nadworney
Mezzo-Soprano
Peasants, Townspeople, Soldiers, Stu
dents, Priests, Boys, Witches, Wizards,
etc.

Dancers from the Heth Dancing Academy.

NASH & LAFAYETTE CARS
NASH TRUCKS

1. Scene and Chorus

ACT I
2. Duet

ACT II
3. Chorus
5. Scene and Chorus
4. Scene and Recitative
Chorale
Aria
6. Waltz and Chorus
Song of the Golden
Scene
Calf

Portland Nash

Company

ACT III

7. Intermezzo and
9. Scena and Aria
Song
The Jewel Song
Scena and Recitative 10. Scena and Quartette
8. Cavatina
Scena
Scena—Attention!
11. Duet
ACT IV
12. The Spinning-wheel 15. Scena and Serenade
Song
16. Trio. The Duel
14. The Soldiers’ Chorus
Valentine
Recitative

35-37 Park Street
Lewiston
Maine

Tel. 630

ACT V
18. Final Trio
Prison Scene
Apotheosis, Chorus of Angels
The CHICKERING CONCERT GRAND
is the Official Piano of the Festivals
From Hunt Piano Co., Portland, Maine
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Electrical Construction of all
Kinds.

No Job too Large or too Small
to be Given our Considera

tion.
Estimates Given Free

When the light goes out there is a new radiance in eternity, and somehow the glow of it relieves the darkness which is left
behind.—Warren G. Harding.

— Benefactors —
Homer N. Chase
C. L. Conant
(Rotary Club)

Members of
Lewiston-Auburn Festival
Chorus

Millett, Mrs. Iva
Moody, Harriet
Moulton, Mrs. Lillian
Mynahan, Mrs. P. C.
Nevens, Mrs. Florence
O’Brien, May
Otto, Mrs. George
Parker, Marion
Pennell, Florence
Quimby, Mrs. Clara
Ricker, Mrs. L. M.
Rowe, Mrs. Dorothea
Rowe, Mrs. Dana
Rowell. Mrs. F. L.
Roy. Flora
Sanborn, Alice
Scruton, Mrs. Arthur
Shaw, Winnifred
Sirois, Bertha
Skillings, Marion
Small, Ruth
Smith, Mrs. Elmer
Staples, Ruth
Tewhey, Nellie
Turgeon, Edris
Walker, Mrs. Eliza
Walton, Mrs. Arthur
Watson. Mrs. F. O.
Welt, Mrs. Eva
White, Mrs. Gladys
Whitehouse. Helen
Whiting, Mrs. Everett
Williams, Mrs. Dana
Wiseman, Anne

Carrie E. Miller

(B. P. W. Club)

Mrs. E. S. Pitcher

—- Patrons —
Willis Abbott

(Merchants’ Bureau)

Mrs. F. L. Andrews
Mrs. I. F. Bartlett
Christabel I. Beaubier
John G. Coburn
J. H. Crowley, Jr.
(Merchants’ Bureau)

Mrs. Annie Currie
Mildred Cushing
Mrs. Emma F. Gledhill
F. I. Hall
Mary F. Leonard
Elizabeth Litchfield
Mrs. J. H. Litchfield
N. Delphine Lougee
George McCarthy
(Kiwanis Club)

Nellie Moriarty
Major James L. Moriarty
Mrs. W. A. Noyes
Mrs. George Otto
A. P. Roy
Mrs. A. J. Skolfield
Ernest Tainter
Ray H. Thayer
(Calumet Club)

Gladyse Rogers Walker
Mrs. Emmie Bailey Whitney

— Ballet —
Direction, Mrs. Fannie T. Heth

Dorothy Hodgkins
Gladys Leahey
Irene Leahey
Dorothy Owens
Virginia Wallace
Elizabeth Maloney
Marjorie Butler
Margaret Costello
Ruth Wilson
Fanita Proctor
Mabel Ramsdell
Inez Ramsdell
Virginia Palmer
Evelyn Testa
Christina Hoxie
Isabel Testa
Frances Minnehan
Katherine Burke
Zelia Harris
Muriel Bonnick
Irene Cole
Hazel Geddes
Leah Dvorat
Nettie Supooitz

SOPRANOS

Adkins, Mrs. John
Andrews, Mrs. F. L.
Ashton, Mrs. Ethel
Bailey, Mrs. Clinton
Bartlett, Mrs. Isa
Bean, Hazel
Benner, Helen
Blain, Marie
Bogrett, Mrs. Bertha
Brown, Mrs. Vincent
Buckley, Abbie
Buckley, Mrs. Edwina
Chadburn, Mrs. Herman
Cobb, Mrs. S. T.
Conant, Lois
Couillard, Rhea
Couillard, Yvette
Cox, Mrs. Annie
Crafts, Betty
Crafts, Mrs. S. T.
Cummings, Mrs. Frank
Currie, Mrs. Annie
Dealy Margaret
Downing, Mrs. C. C.
Doyle, Mrs. Augusta
Ellis, Mrs. Grace
Emmons, Mrs. Abbie
Foss, Fenetta
Foss, Mrs. Irene
Garcelon, Marion
Garcelon, Mrs. Wm. M.
Gervais, Juliette
Gledhill, Mrs. Warren
Golder, Mrs. George
Grant, Mrs. Dawn
Ham, Mrs. Gertrude
Harkins, Mrs. Germaine
Haskall, Mrs. H. L.
Haskall, Mrs. Lila
Heth, Mrs. Fannie T.
Higgins, Madelyn
Hoit, Silvia
Hoit, Mrs. C. E.
Howard, Mrs. Harold
Howard, Lilla
Jackson, Mrs. J. J.
Jones, Alice
Jones, Annie
Jordan, Mildred J.
Judkins, Florence
Keene, Mrs. Edna
Kenyon, Mrs. George
Lawrence, Mrs. Ethel
Lawry, Mildred
Lawton, Catherine
Lawton, Mrs. Marie
Leahey, Gladys
Leahey, Mrs. Julia
Leahey, Irene
Leonard, Mary
Litchfield, Mrs. J. H.
Littlefield, Charlotte
Lloyd, Mrs. Marie
Lougee, Delphine
Lougee, Marguerite
Low, Mrs. Martha
Lynch, Katherine
Mann, Mrs. Gladys
Martin, Cora
McCarthy, Bertha
McGraw, Mrs. Belle
McIlroy, Margaret
Mckusick, Mildred L.
Mellelew, Mrs. Eliza
Meservey, Emma

ALTOS

Alford, Mrs. Lena
Bartlett, Mrs. Chas.
Bearce, Dorothy
Blouin, Exilia
Bradbury, Mrs. Alden
Butler, Mrs. Dorothy
Channell, Birdina
Coombs, Mrs. Martha
Cote, Adrienne
Cotton, Mrs. George B.
Cummiskey, Anne V.
Commiskey, Anne V.
Davidson. Mrs. John
Deshaies, Mrs. Marion
Gatchell, Mrs. Mark
Goding, Lottie
Goss, Mrs. E. L.
Goss, Mrs. Gertrude
Hartshorn, Mrs. W. H.
Haskall, Eleanore
Hellewell, A.
Horne, Rosalie
Jordan, Mildred E.
Litchfield, Mrs. C. A.
Litchfield, Eleanor
Lombard, Celeste
Martin, Mrs. Ruth
McIlroy, Mrs. R. C.
Miller, Carrie E.
Morey, Mrs. Maude
Parker, Mrs. E. E.
Parker, Mrs. G. L.
Phillips, Mrs. Dora
Phillips, Mrs. William
Pitcher, Mrs. E. S.
Quimby, Mrs. Fred
Ruggles, Dorothy
Scruton, Mrs. Eldora
Shackford, Mrs. Emily
Sirois, Clara
Solomon, Mildred
Soule, Lillian
Spaulding, Mrs. F. E.
Stevens, Mrs. Wm. R.
Tremblay, Mrs. Marie
Tremblay, Ruth
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Turgeon, Mrs. A. E.
Walker, Mrs. Gladyse
Watson, Helen
Winslow, Mrs. Margaret
TENORS

Bailey, Clinton
Boothbay, Charles
Crafts, S. T.
Dow, Harold
Frank, A. C., Jr.
Gatchell, Mark
Golder, George
Horne, George
Horr, E. C.
J albert, Arthur
Jones, G. Edlon
Lemieux, Alexander
Parker, G. L.
Pelletier, Joseph
Prince, A. R.
Robinson, G. W.
Quimby, Fred
Vaillancourt, J.
BASSES

Anderson, H. K.
Atwood, Willis P.
Begin, Alfred
Bartlett, John
Beaudette, Noel
Bradbury, Hollis
Brencman, RoyChase, Kendrick
Clough, Fred
Cobb, Samuel T.
Cook, Myron
Dostie, Don E.
Ellis, Julien F.
Fosdick, Douglass
Foss, John
Fowles, Edward
Gamage, Vernon
Getchell, R. W.
Goss, E. L.
Greenleaf, Dr. W. O.
Hoit. C. E.
Jackson, J. J.
Kavanagh, A. L.
Lamb, G. O.
Landry, Arthur B.
Langelier, E. L.
Noyes, Willard
Parker, E. E.
Pierce, F. H.
Pitcher, E. S.
Reade, John L.
Richard, Willie
Rowe, Dana
Rowe. Franklin
Roy, A. P.
Scruton, Arthur
West, John
White, A.
White, HenryWinslow, F. M.

Compliments of

Lewiston Chamber of Commerce

We mourn to-day the loss of Warren G. Harding, our beloved President. We hail Calvin Coolidge, a New England
man, as the head of our country! The hand of God has so ordained! Maine, a part of New England, has given to the world
many men and women of rare ability. Not only by giving the three great singers, Cary, Nordica, and Eames, but also in
the political life of our nation, Maine has produced men who were leaders. The following quotation is apropos of this:—

Having the run of the Speaker’s office in Washington in the great Reed days, as most Maine men did, I happened to be read
ing a Portland paper there one morning when the card of an eminent Southern gentleman—it was John Wise—was brought in.
“Show him in,” drawled the Speaker, in one of his happy, leisurely moods. “Who’s running this Government, anyway?”
blustered the Virginian, entering in great importance and assumed indignation. “The great and good, John, of course. Be
calm.”—I can see the twinkle and hear the twang even now. “Well, the great and good must all live in Maine, then. Here I
come up here on business with the Secretary of State.—Mr. Blaine from Maine. I call to pay my respects to the acting VicePresident.—Mr. Frye from Maine. I wish to consult the leader of the United States Senate.—Mr. Hale from Maine. I
would talk over a tariff matter with the chairman of the Ways and Means Committee.—Mr. Dingley from Maine. There is a
naval bill in the House in which I am greatly interested.—Chairman Boutelle from Maine. I wish an addition to the public
building in Richmond.—Chairman Milliken from Maine. And here I am in the august presence of the great Speaker of the
greatest parliamentary body in the world.—Mr. Reed from Maine.” “Yes, John, the great, and the good and the wise. The
country is safe.” And they went out laughing to lunch with the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court of the United States.—
Mr. Fuller from Maine.
Quoted from The Latch-string, by Walter Emerson.
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If we look around in modern music we will find that we have a terrible deal of wind, and astonishingly few ideas.—Ambrose.
Chorus (behind the scenes).

FIFTH CONCERT
Opera “FAUST”

Gounod

The great popularity of Gounod’s famous
opera may be partially due to the knowledge
and comprehension of the subject of Faust it
self. for the story of Faust is one which is
unfortunately as near to the life of our gen
eration as at the time it was first written.
“Faust.” although one of the earliest of
Gounod’s operas, gives us a clear idea of the
composer’s intellectual tendencies, for his
youthful sympathies, his bearings toward a
religious and monastic life, helped him to
grasp the ideas of Goethe’s tragedy and to
express them so clearly in his wonderful
music.
The story of the opera follows the tragedy
of Goethe very closely. Faust, an aged Ger
man student, who has studied in vain the
secrets of Nature, summons the evil one,
Mephistopheles, to help him, and a contract
is made by which Faust is to obtain once
more his lost youth, in exchange for which
his soul is to become the possession of the
evil one. The transformation is wrought and
the two set out to find Marguerite, a beauti
ful village maiden, whom Faust has seen in
a vision and with whom he has fallen deeply
in love. In the second act they find Mar
guerite at the Kermesse. She has been left
by her brother Valentine, now at the wars, in
charge of Dame Martha, whom Mephistoph
eles seeks to divert so that Faust and his
Marguerite may be undisturbed. The next
act, the garden scene, finds Faust successful
in winning the love of the beautiful girl. Her
simple lover. Siebel, is discarded and his
nosegay thrown away for the jewels which
Faust presents her. In the next act Valen
tine, who has returned, learns of his sister’s
temptation and ruin. He challenges Faust,
but is killed by the intervention of Mephis
topheles. Dying, he curses his sister, who,
overcome by horror, becomes insane, and in
her frenzy kills her child. She is thrown
into prison, where Faust and his evil com
panion find her and urge her to fly with
them. She refuses and places her salvation
upon earnest prayer and deep repentance.
She expires while pleading for forgiveness,
and angel choirs descend and bear the suf
ferer to heaven.
After the orchestral prelude the curtain
rises on Faust’s study. The aged scholar,
sick of study and of life, is about to drink a
poisoned cup. A song of maidens exulting
in the joy of life is heard. Faust hesitates.
He again raises the cup. He hears the song
of happy vespers. But of what use is prayer
to him? Cursing, he calls Satan to his aid,
and Mephistopheles invokes a vision of Mar
guerite. Faust, at once enamoured, signs the
contract by which the devil will serve him
on earth and he will serve the devil below.
The scholar is at once turned into a hand
some, lusty youth.

ACT I.
Scene 1—Scene

and

Chorus.

(Faust discovered sitting at a table cov

ered with parchments.)
Recitative.

Vain, in vain do I call throughout my
vigil weary
On creation and its Lord !
Never reply will break the silence dreary,
No sign, no single word.
Years, how many are now behind me !
Yet I cannot break the dreary chain
That to mortal life doth bind me !
I look in vain ! I learn in vain !
Aria.

The stars grow pale, the dawn covers
the heavens,
Mysterious night passes away.
Another day and yet another day !
O Death, when wilt thou come and bid
the strife be over?
What then? Since I by Death am
shunned.
Why should I not go forth and meet him?
All hail! brightest of days and last !
Without a dread am I,
The land of promise nearing
By the spell of magic cheering
Shall the narrow strait be passed !

Careless, idle maiden, wherefore dream
ing still?
Day. with roses laden, cometh o’er the
hill
The blithe birds are singing, O hear what
they say,
Thro the meadows ringing, “The Har
vest is gay !”
Brooks bestrewn with flowers murmur
to the grove,
Nature’s joy o'erpowers and wakens to
love !

Faust.

Forest echoes of human gladness, go by—
pass on your way !
Goblet so often drained by my father's
hand so steady,
Why dost thou tremble in mine?
Chorus (behind the scenes).
Come forth, ye reapers young and hoary !
’Twas long ago the early swallow
Went up where eye can never follow,
Yonder in the blue, far away !
The earth is proud in harvest glory,
Come forth, ye reapers young and hoary,
Rejoice and pray !
No. 2—Duett.
Faust.

If I pray, there is none to hear !
To give me back my love, its believing
and its glow !
Accurst be every thought of earthly joy
and pleasure,
Accurst be every treasure that in mem’ry
binds me below.
Curst the toys that did once allure me,
Yet obtained, no hope could secure me,
Visions of love, or battles call
Be all happiness accurst !
Accurst knowledge and science, humble
prayer, human faith !
Accurst be toil, my reliance! Infernal
King, appear!
Meph. (appearing suddenly).
I am here !
You stare as you greet me?
Perchance it annoys you to meet me.
With sword at my side, a plume in my
cap,
And a purse right heavy,
A gay, velvet cloak on my shoulder,
I travel, as noblemen travel!
And now. O sage, what is your will?
Speak out, tell me, are you afraid?
Faust.
Meph.
Faust.
Meph.
Faust.
Meph.

No !
Do you doubt my power to aid you?

It may be !
It were easy to try me !
Begone!

What! is this how you mean to meet me?
Now. learn from me. whate’er your skill,
With politer grace you should treat me,
Nor, as you have done to-day,
Call for aid from far away,
Then to say, “Begone!” ere you greet
me!
Faust. Canst thou do aught for me?
Meph.

All. But first let me hear what you
would have.
Say, is it gold?
Faust.

What is gold to one who has learning?
Meph.

Good ! Methinks I can guess your yearn
ing.
You thirst for glory?
Faust. No, for more !
Meph. For a kingdom?
Faust.

No, I’d have thee restore
What outshines them all,
My youth ! O. restore me !
Be mine the delight of Beauty’s caresses,
Her soft, wavy tresses, her smile beam
ing bright
Be mine the warm current flooding every
vein,
Passion in a torrent that nothing can
rein,
The rapture whose pleasure to Time giveth flight!
O youth, without measure, be mine thy
delight!

Meph.

’Tis well. Be young and enjoy without
measure.
For I can content your wildest cravings.

Faust.

And what fee do you ask in exchange?
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Meph.

Almost naught. Up here I’ll wait upon
your pleasure,
But below you must wait on mine.
Faust. Below?”
Meph.

Below! Come on !
How now, what appalls you?
Need you more ere you can decide?
Youth, the fairest, now calls you,
Look, and long for none beside !
(Vision of Marguerite at the spinning wheel.)
Faust. Heavenly vision.
Meph. How now I Can you love her?
Faust. Give here.
Meph. It is done !
(Faust signs the parchment.)
Meph. (taking the goblet).
Now, for the rest—Master, ’tis I
Who do invite you to empty this goblet,
Wherein is brimming now — no deadly
draught,
No poisonous drink—life and rapture !
Faust.

To thee, O angel of beauty divine !
(Faust drains the goblet and is trans
formed into a young man. The vision van
ishes.)
Meph. Come!
Faust. I’ll meet her again.
Meph. I promise, even to-day !
Faust.

Away, then, away !
Be mine the delight of Beauty’s caresses.
Her soft, wavy tresses, her eye beaming
bright!
Be mine the warm current flooding every
vein,
Passion in a torrent that nothing can
rein !
The rapture whose pleasure to Time giveth flight!
O youth, without measure, be mine thy
delight!

ACT II—The Fair.
No. 3—Chorus.
Still or sparkling, rough or fine,
What can it matter, so we have wine?
What if the vintage great be or small,
Your jolly toper drinketh all!
Wagner (a baritone) and Chorus repeat.
Student versed in ev’ry barrel, save
water so bright
To thy glory drink all day, drink all
night!
Chorus (Soldiers).
Young girls, ancient castles, they are
all the same
Old towns, dainty maidens, are alike our
game !
For the brave man and tender
makes of both his prey !
Both to valor surrender, and a ransom
pay!
Chorus (Burghers).

Each new Sunday brings the old story,
Danger gone by how we enjoy !
While to-day each hot headed boy
Fights for to-day’s little glory !
Let me but sit cosy and dry
Under the trees with my daughter,
And while raft and boat travel by,
Drink to the folk on the water !
Chorus (Young Girls).
Only look—how they do eye us,
Yonder fellows gay
Howsoever they defy us.
Never run away.
Chorus (Young Students).
How those merry girls do eye us !
We know what it means—
To deride us, to decoy us,
Like so many queens !
Chorus (Matrons).
Only see the brazen creatures,
With the men at play !
Had the latter choice in features,
They would turn this way!
Chorus (All ensemble).
One would allure them, they look so gay !
If you secure them, what worth are they ?
No jolly rover need fear a "nay.”
Long live the soldier, the soldier so gay!
Long live the wine—what a display !
Come here and drink a drop, I say!
Boldness without measure is the mode
to-day.

I will live alone, and pour my pain with passion into music, where it turns to what is best within my better self.—George Eliot.
ANALYSIS OF PROGRAMS-Continued
To a gentle lover we know what to say !
Be it ancient city or a maiden pretty,
Both must fall our prey.
Comrades, to your armors if the silly
charmers
Will provoke a fray !
If they meet disasters, ere they own
their masters,
Who’s to blame but they?
What if the vintage great be or small,
Your jolly toper drinketh it all.
Student versed in every barrel,
Save water so bright,
To thy glory, to thy love,
Drink all day, drink all night!
My wife is scolding, is scolding away,
Come here, good neighbor, and drink a
drop, I say !

No. 4—Valentine (Enters with charm hang
ing around his neck).
Dear gift of my sister sanctified by her
prayer.
However great the danger, there’s naught
shall do me harm,
Thus protected by a charm !
I am grave, for I leave behind alone and
young, my sister Marguerita.
She has but me to look to, our mother
being gone.
Siebel.

I shall be always near her to guard her
like a brother in thy stead !
Valentine. Thy hand !
Siebel. Be sure I will not fail.
Tenors. We will watch over her, too !
Valentine (Aria).

Even bravest heart may swell
In the moment of farewell.
Loving smile of sister kind,
Quiet home I leave behind
Oft shall I think of you—
Whene’er the wine cup passes ’round,
When alone my watch I keep,
And my comrades lie asleep
Among their arms upon the tented bat
tleground.
But when danger to glory shall call me,
I still will be first in the fray.
As blithe as a Knight in his bridal array,
Careless what fate may befall me,
When glory shall call me.
Oft shall I sadly think of you when far
away.

No. 5—Chorus.

An odd song, on my life !

Valentine.

What a strange, mocking comrade !
Wagner.

Your throat must now be dry,
So come drink now with me.
Meph.

I don’t mind. Ah! here’s something it
grieves me to see ;
Here’s a line of ill fortune !
Wagner. Who cares?
Meph.

Not you, for dying !
You’ll need to say your prayers ere you
lead the attack !
Siebel. Can you our fortune tell?
Meph.

Enough to tell yours. I read here in
your hand
That your fate has ordained
Never more shall you touch a flower
But it shall be withered.
Siebel. Ah!
Meph. No more bouquets for Marquerita !
Valentine.

My sister, how dare you speak her name !

Meph.

Have a care, too. my captain !
I know a deadly blade that is waiting
for you.
(Snatching a glass from Wagner.)
I drink to you all !
Pah ! what a rubbishy wine !
Now. let me see if I cannot find you a
better.
(Striking on a tub surmounted by a figure of
Bacchus which serves as a sign
for the inn.)

Meph.

What ho ! Bacchus up there!
Some liquor !
Come while you can, and each one drink
the wine most to his taste!
While I propose that we shall drink to
one who’s fairer than all:
Our Marguerita!

Have done, my heart, enough of melan
choly,
Come what come may, let the soldier be
jolly—
Some wine and let some hero brave
Tune up forth with a merry stave !
Chorus (Soldiers) repeat same.
Wagner.

A Rat who was born a coward,
And was ugly. too.
Once sat in the Abbott’s cellar,
’Neath a barrel new !
A cat—
Meph. A what !
Wagner. Eh !

Meph.

May not I, a stranger, make one of such
a jovial party?
Pray. sir. conclude the merry stave so
well begun.
I’ll sing, when you have done, a far bet
ter one!

Wagner.

Sing it now, then, at once, or we shall
call you a boaster !

Meph.

If you must, sirs, you shall;
I look to you for chorus.

Song of the Golden Calf.

Clear the way for the Calf of Gold !
In his pomp and pride adore him ;
East or West, thro' hot or cold.
Weak and strong must bow before him !
Wisest men do homage mute
To the image of the brute
Dancing ’round his pedestal
While old Mammon leads the ball.
For a King is the Calf of Gold
On their thrones the gods defying,
Let the Fates or Furies scold !
Lo ! his empire is undying !
Pope and poet join the ring.

You may your fortune try;
You may try and succeed !
(A lively waltz is sung by Chorus and
danced by villagers.)
Light as air at dawn of the morning,
Our feet they fly over the ground
To the music’s merry sound,
For the flute and gayer viol
Are to-day in cheerful trial
To make the dance go ’round !
Meph. (to Faust).
How their dear eyes are beaming!
Go near and choose ;
Every flower is waiting for thee to smile.
Faust.

Cease to mock for a little while
And leave me alone with my dreaming

Siebel.

Weary I wait ’till she goes by,
Marguerita !
Young Girls (approaching Siebel).
Why will you be shy? Must we ask you
to dance with us?
Siebel. No !
Chorus.

No, No ! some more handsome one try !
(Repeat dance as before.)
(Marguerita enters on her way from church.)
Faust. It is she ! mine own one !
Meph. Thine own! Hast thou no tongue?
Siebel. Marguerita.
Meph. (stepping before and barring the way).
I’m here!
Siebel. Wicked monster! not yet gone?
Meph.

It seems not, you see,
Since again and again we meet!
Not gone yet, not gone yet !
(Marguerita crosses the stage.)

Faust.

High born and lovely maid,
Forgive my humble duty ;
Let me, your willing slave,
Attend you home to-day.

Marguerita.

So soon afraid who so lately defied me?
(He traces a circle around him with his
sword.)

No, my lord,
Not a lady am I, nor yet a beauty,
And do not need an arm to help me on
my way.
Faust (gazing after her).
By my youth, what a charm,
She knows not of her beauty.
Angel of light! I love thee !
(Marguerita walks away out of sight.)
Siebel. She has departed !
Meph. What news?
Faust. But ill! She would not hear me !

Valentine.

Meph.

Valentine.

Enough ! I’ll either stay thy tongue, or
this moment I’ll perish !
Come on !
(They draw swords.)

Meph.

Wagner.

Meph.

Laurelled chiefs his triumph sing,
Dancing in a festive circle,
'Round about his pedestal,
While ancient Mammon leads the Ball.

My sword, O confusion ! in my hand is
broken !
Chorale—Trio and Chorus.
’Gainst the powers of evil our arms as
sailing,
Strongest earthly might must be un
availing !
But know thou art powerless to harm.
Look hither ! Whilst this blest sign we
bear, thou canst not harm us.
(Valentine and Soldiers turn the hilts of
their swords as crosses toward him, and he
backs away cowering.)
Faust enters.
What’s amiss?
Meph.

Naught ! Doctor mine, here am I.
What is your will for me.
And how best can I serve thee?

Faust.

Let me see her. the darling child
Whom I saw in a dream.
Or was it all an empty vision?

Meph.

Not so ! But you may find it is not easy
to win her,
A task for no pious beginner!

Faust.

What matter, so I win !
Come, once more let me see her,
Or I’ll stamp thy promise a lie.

Meph.

As you will! I’m your slave on earth,
Ordained to do your will.
Ere long this dainty treasure.
Too pure for such a sinner, will be here !
While the dancers go so gaily by,
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Not hear? What will you do?
It would seem, master mine,
I must teach you how to woo !
Chorus ( Young Girls).
What is this Marguerita !
Who would not let a young and hand
some lord acquire her?
Chorus (Men).
Go on, go on again !
(Repeat dance as before.)
Light as air, and etc.—
O pleasure enchanting! till breath be
gone !
All glowing and panting, let us dance
on !
The earth it is reeling,
The bliss of a trance
Wildly are we feeling—
Long live the Dance !

ACT III.
No. 7—Marguerita’s Garden.
Siebel enters.
In the language of love, my passion prove,
Gentle flowers, I adore her !
For her love, oh, implore her,
Say my heart night and day
Avows her sway.
In the language of love, my passion prove.
With your fragrance tender;
All my ardor I send her.
Bear the breath of my soul
Without control.
(He plucks the flowers, which at once
wither.)
They’re withered ! Alas !
So the stranger foretold me

It is only in the spirit of true humility that there is any approach to the better things of life.—Anon.
ANALYSIS OF PROGRAMS - Continued
My sad fate would be !
Ne’er to touch a single flower
But it must decay.
Yet if I dip my hand in holy water?
’Tis here, when day is o’er,
Lowly prays Marguerita.
I’ll try yet again, and this instant.
(Plucking more flowers.)
Now are they withered? No !
Thou fiend, gone is thy spell !
In your fragrant appeal,
My love reveal !
Say how brightly ’tis burning,
Say how fond is the yearning
Which my heart in distress
Ne’er dared confess.
Should your message alarm her,
By your beauty, oh, charm her,
Till you win highest bliss,
A tender kiss !
(Siebel plucks a nosegay for his love and
places it on her doorstep.)
(Enter Faust and Mephistopheles.)
Faust. Is it here?
Meph. Follow me !
Faust. What is there that you see?
Meph. Siebel, your rival, comes.
Faust. Siebel !
Meph. Hush ! he is here !
Siebel (not perceiving them).
My bouquet now is sweet indeed.
Meph. (aside). Indeed!
Siebel.

No danger !
For I will warn her solemnly against
the stranger,
And tell her all I hope,
Tell her all I could dare,
Were she wronged, how my arm should
avenge her!
(Exit Siebel.)

Meph.

Brave avenger!
Now, wait for me here, learned friend.
Since our flowers are laid out
To tempt the pretty maiden,
My gift I will venture to present,
Something—I ween—a little rarer,
To adorn a willing wearer !
Faust. Now, begone !
Meph. I obey, but shall return anon.

No. 8—Cavatina.
Faust.

My agitated heart is revealing
The tender passion I am feeling.
O, Marguerita, at thy feet I would die !
All hail, thou dwelling pure and lowly,
Home of an angel fair and holy,
All mortal beauty excelling!
What wealth is here out-bidding gold,
Of peace and love and innocence untold !
Bounteous Nature ! ’Twas here
By day thy lore was taught her.
’Twas here thou did’st with care
Ever shadow thy daughter
Thro’ hours of the night.
Here waving tree and flower
Made her an Eden bower
Of beauty and delight,
For one whose very birth
Brought heaven down to earth !
’Twas here ! ’Twas here !
Meph. re-enters.
Attention ! Here she comes!
If yon bouquet my casket does outshine,
1’11 consent to yield to you my power!
Faust. Away ! I never will see her again !
Meph.

Are your scruples aroused?
On the door’s very threshold
The casket now I place.
Behold, wait and hope !
(Places casket on door-step and both re
tire out of sight in rear of stage.)

No. 9—Scene and Aria.
(Marguerita enters to seat herself by the
spinning wheel. She sings as she spins,
thinking of the handsome stranger, also of
her absent brother.)
Recitative.

I wish I could but know
Who was he that addressed me ;
If he is highly born,
Or at least what his name is?

ARIA.

Reigned a King in Thule of old,
Who unto death was true hearted,
And in memory of one departed,
Treasured up a goblet of gold!
(Absent-mindedly breaking off her song.)

He was gentle of bearing, his voice was
low and kind.
(Resuming Song.)
This rare cup, so tenderly cherished,
Aye at his side the King did keep,
And every time it touched his lip,
He wept and thought of her long per
ished.
Over the sea at last came death,
On his couch was the old King lying.
Called for the cup, when he was dying,
With his last faint and failing breath !
(Breaking off again.)
I knew not what to answer, and blushed
like any child.
(Resuming his song.)
Once more, with the old true devotion,
The King would have his cup of gold,
Then, with hand in death growing cold,
He flung the goblet in the ocean !
( Aside.)
Nobles alone comport them with so brave
a mien,
So tender, too, withal!
No more ! an idle dream !
Dear Valentine, may Heaven bless thee
Till we meet again !
I am left here so lonely !
(Noticing the flowers.)
Here are flowers, no doubt by Siebel
gathered,
Poor, faithful boy !
(Sees the casket.)
But what is this?
Who has left here a casket so superb?
I don’t dare to touch tho’ perchance—
And here’s the key, 1 think!
If I should try—my hand trembles!
Why not? I may open, at least,
For to look can harm no one !
(Opens the casket.)
O Heaven ! what brilliant gems !
Is it only a dream that charms my sight,
or am I waking?
O, never have my eyes seen a vision so
lovely !
(Puts down the casket and kneels to adorn
herself with the jewels.)
If I dared for a moment to try
These earrings so resplendent!
Ah ! and here by a chance,
Within the little casket is a glass!
Alas! I cannot resist it!
(Sings the Jewel Song.)
Ah ! the joy past compare
These jewels bright to wear !
Is it thou? Marguerita, is it thou?
Tell me, now, tell me truly.
(Puts on earrings and looks at herself in
the mirror.)
No, no, this is not I !
No, some enchantment is o’er me !
A King’s daughter 1 see;
This is not I! not I!
A King’s daughter I see ;
All are bending before me.
Ah, might it only be !
Could he my beauty see !
Now, as a royal lady,
He would indeed adore me !
(Taking up others.)
Here are more—ready to adorn me !
I can hardly wait to try on
This bracelet fine, this necklace, too !
Ah, ’tis as though a hand
Pressed on my arm unkindly !
Ah, the joy past compare
These jewels bright to wear!
Is it thou, Marguerita,
Is it thou, tell me now,
Tell me, tell me truly.
(Repeats refrain. Enter Martha, wha
shares in her joy and wonder.)
Martha.

Saints above, and angels,
How charmingly you look, my own darl
ing !
Whence came all your jewels rare?

Marguerita.

Alas! I’m afraid they were left by mis
take !

Martha.

Not a bit! Yonder jewels are yours,
Nor meant for any other !
Yes, these gems are the gift of some
noble adorer!
My dear departed spouse was not nearly
so free !
(Faust and Mephistopheles enter.)
Meph. (saluting).
Dame Martha I’m looking for, please.
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Martha.
Meph.

’Tis my name, sir.

Pray pardon me for daring
To intrude upon you.
(Aside to Faust.)
You will see how the jewels have quite
paved the way!
( Aloud.)
Dame Martha, a word !
Martha. Tell me, pray !
Meph.

It afflicts me thus to grieve you !
Tis news that comes always too soon—
Your loving spouse, dear Madame, is
dead
And sends you his blessing.
Martha, Gracious Heaven!
Marg. What is this?
Meph. Naught!
Martha.

O unwelcome news,
O tidings distressing.
Marg.

O my heart, how it trembles,
^With a joy past repressing!
Martha.

My husband has sent nothing more?
Meph.

No ! blessings are cheap,
And, lest you die of grief,
Seek for another, richer,
And with heart more tender !
Faust (to Marguerita).
Why take off what suits you so well?
Marg.

All these jewels are not for me,
1 dare not wear them.
Meph. (with affected ardor).

Happy will be the man who exchanges
With you the rings that bind your mar
riage !

Martha.

(aside). Ah, bah!
(aloud). You sigh?.
Meph. I sigh because of my misfortune !
Faust. Pray take my arm for awhile.
Marg. I pray, I pray you excuse me !
Meph. Your arm !
Martha. How sweet a smile !
(They pair off and promenade to and fro
in the garden, keeping a distance apart, and
singing ensemble, the quartette of Garden
scene.)
Marg. Pray you, sir, excuse me.
Martha. Pray you, do not leave me.
Faust. Soul so pure and tender.
Meph.
This good neighbor might be younger.
Martha. And so you never take a rest?
Meph.

Oh, no, hard on a man like me, so steady,
Not a friend, no home, no lady !
Martha.

While one’s young, it may seem best,
But there’s naught more doleful in nature
Than an old unmarried creature.
Meph.

Such a sorry soul, all alone,
I protest has often made me shiver !
Martha.

Before the hour is flown forever,
My noble sir, bethink you now.
I’ll ponder it now, ponder now.
But why are you so lonely?

Meph.
Faust.
Marg.

My mother is gone ;
At the war my brother ;
One dear little sister I had,
But, the darling, she, too, is dead!
The angel loved me dearly,
I waited on her night and day.
How I worked for her with devotion !
But those who rouse our deep emotion
Soon are taken by death away.
Soon as ever she awoke, quick came the
call
I so gladly heard!
She cared for none but Marguerita.
Could I see her, my little sister,
I would gladly work as before.

Faust.

If kind Heaven, with a smile of gladness,
Had created her like to thee,
She was an angel ! an angel !
That I can plainly see !
Marg. You laugh at me.
Martha. Sir, you do not hear!
Faust. No, no, I adore you.

The world is full of musical treasures, but we are not being enriched by these to half the extent we ought to be.—Booth.
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Meph.

Do not be severe, the time is near when
I must leave you.
Marg.

Ah, indeed, I fear
Words like yours to hear,
For at me you laugh.
How can I believe you?
’Tis wrong to remain,
Hear your words again,
Yet I stay and listen !
Martha.

Sir, you do not hear,
Or that sneer is put on to grieve me.
Just hear what 1 say—
Why hasten away,
Far away to wander?
Faust.

No, no, I adore you !
Wherefore do you fear?
Heaven will witness bear
That ne’er I’ll deceive you.
Ah, why say me nay,
Alas! shrink away?
O listen, ’tis my heart speaks.
Meph.

Do not be severe ;
The time is near when I must leave you.
If I now must go,
Do not think I’ll forever leave you.
But, need I to say
That I fain would stay?
Let us whisper yonder.
Marg. I pray you go, the night comes on.
Faust. Dear Angel.
Marg. Say no more !
Faust.

Ah, unkind one !
Would you go?

Meph.

Ere the scene becomes too moving,
We’d better fly !
Martha.

(aside).
(aloud).

What shall I do now?
Ah, well!
He’s gone away ! My lord !

Meph. Yes!
Martha. My dear lord !
Meph.

Run after me, now—ouf—
This old woman’s far too civil;
By fair means or foul, I vow
She would try to wed the Devil!
Martha. My dear lord !
Faust. Marguerita!
Meph.

My adored !
It was high time,
See, in the leafy darkness,
Our lovers are approaching together !
’Tis well ! Let us leave them alone,
All their love to avow.
O night, throw over them thy shadow !
O love, seal their two souls to untimely
remorse !
Ye flowers, breathe out a perfumed spell,
Open wide, every one, under this hand
accursed !
Help to lure the tremulous heart of Mar
guerita !
Marg.

No. 11—Duett.
The hour is late. Farewell!

Faust.

Must I entreat in vain? O wait!
Let thy dear hand rest in mine for a
moment,
Let me gaze on the vision before me !
While the pale ray of light
From yonder trembling star
Lingers there fondly o’er thee,
Caressing thy beauty with delight!
Marg.

O what rapture ! Like a spell
Doth the evening enchant me !
Langour lurks in its art.
I hear, and well I know
Why the voice e’er doth haunt me
That’s singing in my heart!
A moment stay, I beg you !
Faust. What is this?
Marg, (plucking the petals from a daisy).
A simple play.
But, stay a moment, stay !
Faust. What do thy lips softly murmur?
Marg.

He loves me, he loves me not!
He loves me—not—he loves me—not,
He loves me !

Faust.

Yes, believe in this flower
That brings the message true ;
May it be for thy heart
A sign from Heaven above thee—
I love thee !
Dost thou know that sweet and holy
word? To love!
To feel the flame of a passion all trans
cending.
Filling our lives with light
In a joy never ending!
Both. Never ending, never ending!
Faust.
J
O tender moon, O starry Heaven,
Silent above thee,
Where the angels are enthroned,
Hear as I swear how dearly do I love
thee!
Marg.

Yet once again, beloved one,
Let me hear thee ;
’Tis life alone to be near thee !
Thine only—all thine own !
Speak, love, let me hear thee ;
Ah, my beloved, I am thine alone !
Faust. Marguerita.
Marg. Ah, begone !
Faust. Unkind one !
Marg. I am fainting.
Faust. To bid me thus depart!

Marg.

Ah, begone, yes, I implore you !
1 faint with terror, I faint with fear.
Ah ! do not break the heart of Marguer
ita !

Faust.

Do not demand that I should leave thee !
My sorrow see ! alas ! my sorrow see !
Marguerita ! thou art breaking my heart!
1 implore thee ! Marguerita !

Marg.

If indeed you love me.
Then, by the love borne in your heart,
I pray you now to spare me,
I pray you to depart!

Faust.

O fair and tender child,
Angel so holy, thou shalt control me,
Shalt curb my will, my passion wild.
I obey ! but at morn—

Marg.

Yes, at morn, very early,
At morn for aye !

Faust.

One word at parting—
Say once again that tender word
Thou lovest me !
(Marguerita, hastening toward the house,
stops for an instant on the threshold, and
throws a kiss to Faust.)
Marg. Adieu!
Faust.

Would it were already morn !
Ah ! away !
(to Mephisto, who has re-entered.)
Thou hast overheard?

Meph.

Why, you dreamer,
Merely chance !
You really need, O doctor wise,
That some one should send you to school
again !
Faust. Let me go !
Meph.

Remain for a moment, I pray you.
To hear what she’ll confide to the starry
heavens, dear Master !
(Marguerita opens her window.)
Meph. Behold, she opens her window.
Marg.

He loves me—he loves me,
My heart is aflame !
Birds are singing,
Soft winds are sighing,
And the sweet voices of Nature
Join in the tender refrain,
"He loves thee !”
Ah, what a joy in living!
The heavens on me smile,
Balmy breezes bear enchantment!
Can it be the rapture of love
Sets the trembling leaves all a-quiver
At morn? at morn !
Ah, hasten thy return, dearly beloved !
Come, Come ! Ah !
Faust. Marguerita!
Meph. Ho-ha-ha-ha—
(Strident laughter.)
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ACT IV.
Scene 3—The Soldier’s Chorus.
Chorus.

Fold the flag, my brothers,
Lay by the spear !
We come from the battle once more.
Our pale, praying mothers
And wives and sisters dear
Our loss need not deplore.
Valentine (perceiving Siebel).
Now, by Heaven, is that Siebel !
Siebel (embarrassed).
Yes, 'tis I, but—
Valentine.

Embrace me, come to my arms. And
Marguerita?
Siebel. Is now in the church, I believe.
Valentine.

Yes, praying God for me,
Darling sister ! Soon she will lend an ear,
Heed in eager attention
To the tale I have to tell !
Chorus.

Yes, ’tis a joy for us victorious
To the awed, listening children trem
bling in our arms,
To old age, of ages so glorious,
To talk of war’s alarms.
Glory and love to the men of old,
Their sons may copy their virtues bold ;
Courage in heart and a sword in hand,
Both ready to fight and ready to die
For Fatherland !
Who needs bidding to dare,
By a trumpet blown?
Who lacks pity to spare,
When the field is won?
Who would fly from a foe
If alone or last?
And boast he was true, as coward might
do,
When peril is past!
Now home again we come,
The long and fiery strife of battle over.
Rest calls us after toil as hard as ours
Beneath a wild and stranger sun.
Many a maiden fair is waiting there
To greet her truant soldier lover,
And many a heart will fail
And many a brow grow pale
To hear the tale of cruel peril he has run.
We are at home ! We are at home !
(Repeat refrain.)
Valentine.

Come on, Siebel, let’s go into the house
And, glass in hand, drink to my safe re
turn.
Siebel. No, wait awhile !
Valentine.

But why? You seek to detain me?
You are hiding your face !
Siebel! You must explain !
Siebel. No, no, I cannot tell!
Valentine. You cannot tell me?
Siebel.

One moment; be not rash, Valentine !
Valentine.

Let me pass, let me pass!
Siebel.

You must forgive !
O Heaven, in Thy great mercy, befriend
an erring child !
(They approach the church. Night comes
on.)

No. 15—Serenade.
(Enter Faust and Mephisto, the latter
with a guitar.)
Meph.

Why wait here any longer?
Enter the house at once !

Faust.

Be still, thou fiend !
I fear with me I bring but sorrow here,
Sorrow and shame.
Meph.

Tell me why you return to her you had
abandoned?
Elsewhere our presence would be wel
comed far more gladly !
To the revels let’s go !
Faust. Marguerita!

Music with her silver sonnet, With speedy help doth lend re-dress.—Shakespeare.
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Meph.

I see my counsels are in vain,
And that your love controls you !
But to unlock yon fast closed portal—
Give ear while now I sing here a gay
serenade.

(Throws back his cloak and accompanies
himself on the guitar.)
Meph.

Catarina, while you sham asleep,
You contrive to hear ;
Thro’ the lattice shyly peep,
And see your love is near !
To his mistress dear while creeping,
Sang her cavalier !
Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Ha !
Ere the telltale moon had risen,
Thus a bird did sing,
Lock thy heart like any prison,
’Till upon thy hand gleams a weddingring.
Catrina is so cruel.
Such a cruel miss,
Gently will he reassure her
Naught can be amiss.
Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Ha !
Merry marriage bells are wiser,
Good advice they bring—
Bar the door like any miser
Till upon thy hand gleams a weddingring.
Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Ha 1

No. 16—The Duel.
(Valentine appears.)

Valentine.

What is your will with me?
Meph.

With you, my Captain splendid?
Our humble serenade was not for you
intended.

Valentine.

My sister you would reach,
And not I. that is sure

Faust. His sister!
( Valentine shatters Mephistopheles’ gui

tar. )

Valentine.

Enough of insult! No more !
By which of you two shall I be requitted
For name defiled, for laurel blighted?
Which of you two shall be thrust by my
sword ?

Meph.

'

Is it your will? Come on, my friend!
A chance for you !

Faust.

His eye, so stern and dark with blood,
With fatal might enthralls me !
Is not a brother’s vengeance just
If death befalls me?

Valentine.

O Thou who rulest right.
Thou knowest the voice that calls me !
My sword shall find his heart outright,
If death befalls me !

Meph.

Such an eye, dark with blood,
Enkindles, not appalls me !
For I smile, since, in his ire,
I see good luck befalls me !
("Valentine grasping the charm suspended
’round his neck.)
Valentine.

The charm whereon to shield my life.
Frail Marguerita’s prayers were spoken.
I will not have thee in this strife—
Be gone, accursed token !
Meph. (aside).
You will repent it soon.

Valentine.

Too late ! No need, good friends, to be
wail me ;
Too often have I looked on death
To be afraid now when he is near !
(Marguerita rushes in.)
Valentine ! Valentine !
Valentine.

Marguerita, my sister,
here ? Begone !
Marg. O, Heaven !

Heaven save the right!

Meph.

Only lean against me, and whatever
He does, only thrust; I will parry !
(Valentine and Faust engage. At the
fourth thrust, Valentine is wounded and
falls.)
Meph.

So, Captain, lie you there
On your last bed of glory.
And now, let us away. Away, now!
No. 17—The Death of Valentine.
(Enter Martha and Townspeople.)

why

art thou

Valentine.

Thy shame hath killed me !
Thy fine seducer’s sword hath found thy
brother’s heart !
Chorus.

Hers the shame ! Her shame has slain
him !
Pardon ! Pardon !

Siebel.
Marg.

O torture cruel!

My doom is come !

Valentine.

Heed well what I say, Marguerita—
When thy last hour is come,
Must thou, as I, be ready.
Of no avail struggles or prayers
When the call from on high
Bids us to come away.
Live, journey on,
Treading the devil’s measure.
Thy snowy hands will have nothing to
do ;
Thou wilt renounce to live lightly in
pleasure,
All that is right,
All that is good and true!
Live till shame overwhelms thee
And remorse thou dost know !
Even till death shall relieve thee !
Die ! and though God may forgive thee,
Be accurst here below !

Faust.
Marg.

Marguerita!

Thro’ the din of your Satanic laughter,
You demons all around,
I recognize his voice.
His gentle hand will save me,
He is here and will save me
To life and joy.
Yes, I love thee only,
This chain, even death, now leaves me
unafraid,
Since thou didst find me.
No tears shall blind me,
Thou wilt surely save me !
’Tis thou ! I rest in thine aid !

Faust.

Yes, I love thee only !
Tho’ demons have mocked me,
As from thee I strayed,
I came to find thee.
Let no tears blind thee,
1 am come to save thee—
’Tis I, rest thou in my aid.
Marg, (her mind wandering).
But wait! Here is the street now
Where you first met me—that day so
long ago.
You scarcely dared with your fingers
To touch my hand—
"Highborn and lovely maid,
Forgive my humble duty ;
Let me, your willing slave,
Attend you home to-day.”
"No, my lord, not a lady am I,
Nor yet a beauty,
And do not need an arm
To help me on my way.”
Faust.

Yes, my heart knows it all,
But away ! time is passing !
Marg.

And my garden is fresh and fair,
Every flower is incense breathing,
And thro’ the silence and the peace,
You came to me as night was falling.
Faust.

Come, come, Marguerita !
Come, come away !
Marg.

No, no, stay and rest here!

Chorus.

Do not curse, where thou liest!
O beware, how thou deftest!
In Heaven’s name, now death is near,
Make thy peace ere thou diest;
Forgive her, as thou hopest for pardon
on high !
Valentine (rising to knees with great effort).
Marguerita, be accursed !
Ere long in death thou, too, must lie,
I feel, thro thy shame !
Like a soldier I die !
(Falls back dead.)

Chorus.

Heaven give him rest,
And forgive her the sin she hath done.
ACT V.

No. 19—Prison
( Marguerita is
Mephistopheles at
Faust (to Meph.).

Scene.

Final Trio.

in prison.
the door.)
Begone!

Faust

Faust.

O Heaven ! she does not understand !
Meph.

Away, then ! at your peril remain !
If you tarry so long I will give up the
game.
Marg.

Who is there? ’Tis the fiend!
Dost thou see? There, in shadow!
On me he glares with eyes of fire !
What does he here? Drive him forth
from the church !

Meph.

Away let us hasten ere rising of sun !
In the paven courtyard I hear
My horses are stamping the ground.
Come, let us go !
Perchance there'yet is time to save her.
Marg.

and

Meph.

The day is dawning,
The scaffold has been raised,
Compel without delay Marguerita to join
us !
The warder sleeps, the keys are here.
Thy mortal hand is needed to release
her!
Faust. Get thee gone !

My God, protect me now !
My God, here me implore Thee !
Angels so pure, angels so bright!
Bear me to Heaven on wings of light!
Almighty, pardon grant, I implore Thee,
For soon shall I appear before Thee !
To my despair give ear, I pray Thee !
Angels pure, angels so bright,
Bear me to Heaven on wings of light!

Faust.

Come, oh come, I implore !
See how the dawn reddens now the skies !
Come ! ’Tis I, hear me implore you !

Meph.

Meph.

Don’t delay!

Valentine.

On guard, sir !

Come this way, over here was the noise !
There were two fighting yonder.
One lies there on the ground,
Over there in the shade !
But he seems still alive,
He is trying to rise, now !
Come to his aid !
Support him ; raise his head !

I will watch at the door !

Faust.

My heart is overcome with repentance,
Oh, what anguish! O fountain of re
morse and never ending grief !
She lies here at my feet, poor creature,
young and lovely,
Imprisoned here because of me,
Like criminal debased and hardened!
Grief and despair have unsettled her
mind.
Our little child, O Heaven !
Was slain by her, its mother !
Marguerita ! Marguerita !

Marg.

Ah ! ’tis the voice of my beloved !
My aching heart revives at the sound.
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The hour is striking.
Let us haste, for day is near!
Follow on, or here I will leave thee !
Apotheosis.

Chorus of Angels.

Redeemed !
Christ riseth from the grave,
Christ o’er death victorious !
All men from sin to save,
By his sacrifice glorious !
Christ o’er death victorious !
Christ riseth from the grave !
(End of

the

Opera.)

Copied from the score used by the Festival
Chorus, translated and edited by Philip Hale,
and used by courtesy of Oliver Ditson Com
pany.

TELEPHONE 2784-W

M. TREPANIER

F. HAYNES

SPECIALTY

Parker Spool
AND

ALL KINDS OF SILKS. DUVETYN OR VELVETS
ALSO HANDMADE FLOWERS TO ORDER

BOBBIN COMPANY

112

LISBON

STREET

LEWISTON, MAINE

Everybody’s Shoe Repair Shop
M. B. COSTELLO. PROPRIETOR
PARCEL POST ORDERS

14 ASH STREET

LEWISTON, MAINE

PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO

UNDER MURPHY S HAT STORE

FLORIST
LEWISTON, MAINE
LEWISTON, MAINE
STORE:
23 LISBON STREET

24

GREENHOUSE:
578 MAIN STREET

Compliments of

W. E. CLOUTIER & CO
DEALERS IN

MAINE STATE FAIR

COAL, WOOD & LUMBER
TRUCKING, SAND,
GRAVEL, CRUSHED STONE

LEWISTON
OFFICE AND YARD, CEDAR STREET

TELEPHONE 511

Where Thoroughbreds Meet
SEPT. 1-2-3 and 4, 1924

Compliments of

Compliments of

Androscoggin Electric Co

EMERY E. RUSSELL

134 MAIN STREET

137 BATES STREET

LEWISTON,

MAINE

New and Remarkable
Automobile Price Values
BROUGHT OUT BY

Hudson
“
“
“

HUDSON

Speedster
Touring
Coach
Sedan

$1450
$1500
$1525
$2075

LEWISTON,

BLISS

88 BATES STREET
LEWISTON,
MAINE

BUSINESS COLLEGE
Lewiston, Maine

MAINE’S GREATEST SCHOOL OF BUSINESS AND SHORTHAND

The Bliss courses cover a wide field of organized
business, and qualify for the best paid positions.

Free catalogue. Send for one

All Prices Delivered

HUDSON MOTOR SALES CO

MAINE

BLISS

BUSINESS COLLEGE
Lewiston, Maine

Compliments of

MERCHANDISE.

OF MERIT
1880

B. Peck Company

HOME

ONE of the most sacred of words; a haven of rest and refreshment; a shelter in time of storm; a character mold where future
citizenship is shaped and formed.
What can be more important and far-reaching than the influence of the home?
What can be sweeter than the memory of a home worthy of the name? Poor furniture has no place in a good home. Good
furniture doesn’t necessarily mean the most expensive. Its worth is a matter of taste and judgment.
It should be not only attractive but solidly made, substantial, harmonious and a true reflection of the character and ideals of
the buyer.
In this store furniture is not merely furniture; it has a deeper meaning. Every piece must play its part in a harmonious
whole; must render a genuine service of utility and satisfaction. Such furniture is always by far the most economical in
the truest sense. Let us think and plan with you in the furnishing of your ideal home. It will be a real pleasure.
Complete Outfits, including RANGES, CROCKERY, GLASS and CHINAWARE. CASH or CREDIT.
A

BRADFORD, CONANT & CO.
The Store of Smiling Service—Headquarters for Cordial Credit—Complete and Helpful Furnishings of Comfortable, Beautiful, Better Homes
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